Volume 1997

Issue 20

3-15-1997

The Depths of Belief
Alex Bledsoe

Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle
Part of the Children's and Young Adult Literature Commons

Recommended Citation
Bledsoe, Alex (1997) "The Depths of Belief," The Mythic Circle: Vol. 1997: Iss. 20, Article 15.
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle/vol1997/iss20/15

This Fiction is brought to you for free and open
access by the Mythopoeic Society at SWOSU Digital
Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in The
Mythic Circle by an authorized editor of SWOSU
Digital Commons. An ADA compliant document is
available upon request. For more information, please
contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu.

To join the Mythopoeic Society go
to: http://www.mythsoc.org/
join.htm

Article 15

Online Summer Seminar 2023
August 5-6, 2023: Fantasy Goes to Hell: Depictions of Hell in Modern Fantasy Texts
https://mythsoc.org/oms/oms-2023.htm

The Depths of Belief
Additional Keywords
Fiction; Depths of Belief; Alex Bledsoe

This fiction is available in The Mythic Circle: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle/vol1997/iss20/15

THE DEPTHS OF BELIEF
by Alex Bledsoe
"It's over, E.J. We wan: different things from life,
y'know? I'm into Emma Thompson, you're into that guy
in the 'Ernest' movies. It's almost summer; it's time to
move on.• And with that, Cynthia was gone, along with
his faith in human nature and everything good in life.
E.J. Marr, a junior agriculture major at West Tennessee
State University, shuffled along the streets of We.akleyville
without a clue what to do next. When he saw other people,
it always seemed to be happy couples, and it tore him lpart
inside. He called radio stations and requested "Free Bird"
over and over; it did nothing to ease his loneliness.
On Thursday, three days after Cynthia dumped him.
he wandered into the big antique store downtown. Contradictory odors of dust and disinfectant filled the building.
The old owner recognized E.J. from .111 the times he and
Cvnthia had been in to look at odd knickknacks, and
waved. At least he didn't ask where she was,
E.J. browsed blankly, Secretly, he hoped he might find
something to show Cynthia they really uer« meant to be
together, even though he doubted such a thing existed.
Several shelves of dusty paperbacks lurked in the back
corner. Once thev'd found some old Sixties porno books
here, and spent ~ crunken evening reading aloud from
them. But now it seemed to be only romances and series
action books.
One book was turned so that its spine was against the
back of the shelf. Absently he pulled it out and reshelved
it, then stopped. He pulled it out again and looked at it.
The cover blared, "YOU can have 'W'"E.ALTH! HAPPI~"ESS! LOVE!" Under that was the actual title: "Magic
Spells and Incantations, • The price was scrawled in pencil
on the upper right corner of the first page. A quarter.
Prophetically, he asked himself, \\-hy the hell not?

The book was written in the same style as the cover,
with NEARLY every OTHER word EMPHASIZED.
Each section-one for wealth, one for fame, one for lovestarted with testimonials from those who had successfully
used the spells. Then came the spells themselves, in some
weird language E.J. had never seen before. The words
looked mysterious, and dangerous.
In the ;lovers" section, he found the story of a man
who'd won back his girlfriend using one of the spells. E.J.
marked the lines as he read.
~

~

~

In Fulton, just across the state line, E.J. entered the New
Age shop, Felicity's Gallery. The leanwoman behind the
counter smiled from under granny glasses. "Can I help
you?"
"Uh ... bi. Are you Felicity?"
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"Felicity's my cat."
E.J. handed her the list he'd compiled from the book.
"I, uh ... need this stuff.•
She looked at the list, then up at him. He saw vague
disapproval. "Okay. But ceremonial animal blood is expens1\'e. •
"How expensive!"
"Fifteen dollars a pint. You still interested?"
His mouth suddenly dried as the reality hit him. He
nodded.
She turned to enter a storeroom through .i hanging-bead
curtain, then looked back .lt him. ·~[agic only works ii
you believe," she Solid simply.
"Oh, I Jo," he said, and in a sense it was true. P...:
believed he had nothing to lose.
The day was perfect for casting .i spell-rain, thunder
and bright j.lgged lightning.
The worst thing th.u could happen, he told himself, was
that he'd look foolish. ~:ell, the animal blood could make
him sick, roe. But ii this Jui work, then he'd have Cynthia
back. \'\'asn 't ihn worth any chance?
E.J. lived in .i duplex three blocks from campus. His
neighbor Abdul, an unfriendly Arab engineering.major,
wasn 't home. so E.J. didn't have to worry about noise. He
locked the doors, pulled the cumins and turned off all the
lights except his desk lamp.
First he chalked .1 pent.igram in a circle on the living
room's hardwood floor. Then he lit black candles, dripped
wax on the floor so they'd stand upright, and placed them
at the four compass points.
He turned off the desk lamp. Lightning flashed outside,
wind whipped through the trees, and it seemed all the
powers of nature waited for his command. He poured the
animal blood into the goblet, knelt beside the pentagram
and opened the book.
"Mugus ag Bara Ye Sigsigga. Xasbxur Gishnu Innin
Aggisb Urma." It sounded even more ridiculous with his
Southern accent. Then he drank the blood.
And that was it. According to the book, he just had to
sit back and wait. The "powers of darkness; whoever th~
were; would re-direct Cynthia's affections to him. If he
really believed. He got a beer, plopped down on the couch
and watched some MTV.
. Six hours and as many beers later, he believed he was
an idiot. The phone hadn't rung. No frantic knocking at
the door. Nothing. He drank some more, and passed out.
He didn't hear the single loud bang, as if a gigantic fist
struck the house.

"

~
~
His bean vapor-locked when he saw Cynthia walking
toward him in the cafeteria. Tight t-shirt, short skirt,
books clutched to her chest, she looked adorable. And
sexy. And she smiled straight lt him.
"Hi," she said. "Busy?•
"No," he managed. "So ... how you been?"
"Well, to tell you the truth, I've been thinking Iwas a
little hasty. I miss you E.J."
"Miss you, too."
"I don't blame you for being angry, but could I come
over tonight?"
He nodded. "Sure. What time?"
•Eight?"
"Okay, I'll get pizza."
"Oh, that's okay. I won't be hungry. Well ... not for
pizza." She winked and swished away. Now he believed,
all right. He belie' ed he was the luckiest guy in the world.
By eight-thirty, they were both naked, sweaty and out
of breath. She turned her head and smiled at him. A strand
of hair stuck to her cheek. 'That was nice."
"Yeah." His hands ran over her, reminding him that
this was real.
She traced a finge:tip along his eyebrows. "I have a
confession to make, E.J. You know why I broke up with
you?"
"No."
"Well, Iknew you loved me. Way too much. Iwanted
to make sure you weren't one or those guys that would fall
to pieces if his girlfriend dumps him. You know, the kind
that pulls a bunch of stupid stunts to win her back, and all
that. I need a strong, secure, real man. like you.• She sat
up. "I'll be right back,• she said, and went to the bathroom.
E.J. lay back on the bed, happy and content. He only
felt a little twinge of resentment at Cynthia's confession.
He couldn't believe it had been this easy.
Then Cynthia screamed.
He ran to the bathroom. The door didn't lock, but it
was jammed stuck, and he had to put all his weight against
it to push it open. Cynthia sat on the floor, knees drawn
up, arms across her chest.
"What happened?" he said as he knelt by her.
"Something ... something touched me!" she gasped.
•A roach?" Cynthia had a paralyzing fear of roaches.
"No, like a band! It pinched my butt!"
A loud banging noise startled them both. It seemed to
come from the common wall, and he wondered if they'd
made so much noise during sex they'd upset Abdul. E.J.
was about to yell something when the noise stopped, then
started again in the closet on the opposite wall. E.J. whirled
around, but saw nothing. The banging stopped.
"Id-don't want to stay here tonight, E.J. Come back
to the dorm with me."

"Oh, c'mon," he said. "I'd have to sneak in, and that
snot'}' roommate of yours'll be there. We probably pissed
off Abdul; you know how loud you get.• He helped her
up.
The lights went out.
. He sat Cynthia on the bed and groped his way to the
door. The streetlights were still on, as was Abdul's porch
light.
"You didn't forget your bill again, did you?" Cynthia
asked.
"No. Lemme go check the breakers."
Cynthia felt around for her clothes. "Let's go back to
the dorm."
"The lights'll be on in a minute. Wait here, I'll get a
flashlight."
Even though he'd put nC'IJI.' batteries in the flashlight less
than a month ago, it didn't work. But in the same drawer,
he found one of the black conjuring candles. He thought
they were all hidden in a box with the book, but apparently
he'd missed one. He lit it and carried it back into the living
room.
As he entered, the lights flashed on and there was a
gigantic crash that became a rhythmic pounding. Cynthia
screamed, leaped to her feet and cried, "Shit, E.J.!! Shit,
E.J.!!"
He felt the pounding in his chest, like a good techno
CD. He reached for the phone, but it flC'IJI.' across the room.
He stared at the empty table, the flickering candlelight
adding to the eeriness, and said, "Som'bitch!"
A low moan filled the air, and mushroomed into an
car-splitting wail that shook the windows, then faded.
Cynthia shrieked, clutched her stomach and doubled
over.
Although there was an awful lot of blood, the four
parallel cuts on Cynthia's flat stomach were barely visible.
He took Cynthia back to the dorm, and left her quietly
weeping in bed. Her clearly suspicious roommate rushed
him out.
When E.J. returned to the duplex, Abdul burst from
hisex, Abdul bum from his apartment. "You arc rude!
Rude!" Abdul screamed. "You are a very rude man! You
leave your stereo on all night! Very rude!" E.J. heard
music thumping inside his apartment-bis Miami Bass Wars
CD.
"Sorry, Abdul," he said wearily. "It won't happen
again."
· ·· "I will call police, you rude man!" Abdul said. "And
the landlord!" He turned on his heel and ~ed
his door.
E.J. put his hand on the doorknob, and the CD stopped.
Drawers had been dumped, doors and cupboards
opened, closets trashed. There was writing on the walls
over the couch near the television. In brown smears that
looked and smelled like feces, it said, I AM YURS. Under
that, like a signature, was the word, WERMA.
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E.J. looked around at the bookshelves, volume after
volume on witchcraft. Satanism, demonology and a whole
list of New Age subjects. If Dr. Tanita Tully, West Tennessee University's resident parapsychologist, couldn't
hdp him, who could?
Dr. Tully listened to E.J. with an absolutely neutral
expression. Part of that was intentional, part due to her
blindness; her big blue eyes focused on nothing, but simply
stared straight ahead. A mane of curly red hair framed her
small, intelligent face. She was young for a college professor, but no less intimidating. Especially since E.J. already
felt an overwhelming mix of shame, guilt and fear.
•And ... uh ... Iain't been back," E.J. finished.
Dr. Tully pondered for a moment. "Can I ask you
something, Mr. Marr? When you were a kid, did you ever
play with an Ouija board?"
"No. My folks said it was Satanic."
"So this was your first experience with anything paranormal?"
"With what?"
"Unusual. Supernatural. Like on the 'X-Files ."
"Oh. Yeah."
She folded her hands and thought for a moment. E.J.
was typical of a lot of students-not really smart enough to
be in college, but not dumb enough to flunk out. She was
practically certain he'd misinterpreted some things, exaggerated others and was just plain wrong on the rest. As a
psychologist, a psychic and a practicing witch, she knew
paranormal from paranoia.
Still, that word "Werma" intrigued her. Most rednecks
didn't know a lot of Latin. Her gut told her he was telling
the truth.
Finally, she spoke. "Do you believe demons really and
truly exist, Mr. Marr?"
"I dunno."
"Then why did you try to call one up?"
"I had to try somethin'," he whispered.
"Demons live off of negative emotions, like fear and
anger. That's why they destroy things. You're lucky in
one sense, though. This doesn't sound like a particularly
powerful one, maybe because you're not encumbered by,
ah, an excess of overt cognizance."
E.J. completely missed the sarcasm.
"You called this thing up to fix a problem, and you
didn't really believe it would work, did you?"
E.J. shook his head and mumbled, "No, ma'am."
"That's why it's showing off. It knows you don't really
believe."
"I believe now. So what do I do?"
She sat back in her chair. "Mr. Marr, do you know
what a Wiccan is?"
"That bamboo stuff?"
"No, that's 'wicker.' Wiccans are people who believe
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in the powers of Nature, kind of like Christians believe in
God. We're also called witches."
She paused, and practically heard the gears grind in
E.J.'s head as he processed the information. "So, y-you're
a "fitch, Dr. Tully?"
"That's right. And as a witch, and a parapsychologist,
I can help you, if you believe I can. What does your
girlfriend think happened last night?"
"I dunno. I ain't talked to her today."
"Well, call her, tell her it was some electrical problem
or an earthquake or something, but make sure she doesn't
come over tonight. We'll be there at eight o'clock."
"'We?'"
"I'm bringing a couple of friends. Eight o'clock, right?"
"Uh ... after dark?"
Dr. Tully smiled. "I'm not afraid of the dark."
The irony was lost on E.J. "I am."
5'

~

~

Dr. Tully arrived promptly at eight, as the sun set,
accompanied by two others. The woman was probably a
student, a bit overweight, wore lots of crystal and silver,
and dressed totally in black. The man was older, thinner,
and a bit effeminate.
"E.J.," Dr. Tully said, "this is Cathy DuMont, and
Bryan Cord."
Cathy nodded. Bryar, took his hand in a firm shake.
"They're from my coven," Dr. Tully continued.
"They're gonna help me handle this.•
Cathy Du~lont stepped closer. "She means w~'re going
to put a spell on the place," she whispered mischievously.
"Don't worry, I'll protect you."
"And I'll protect you from her," Bryan said.
. "You're just jealous 'cause you can't have me," Cathy
said.
"And you're just pissed 'cause Idon't want you."
"Twelve other people besides me in thiscoven, and you
two were the only ones free tonight," Dr. Tully said

mock-seriously.
E.J. held his hand in front of her face. She followed it
with her eyes. "Uh ... can you see?"

"Yeah," Dr. Tully said. •At night. Thanks to them."
She gestured up. For the first time, E.J. saw the swarms of
fireflies that filled the trees around his house.
"That's why we call her the Firefly Witch," Cathy said.
"You might lose that bet," Dr. Tully muttered.
"C'mon, let's get this circle cast."
· 'Inside, the destruction looked exactly as E.J. remembered. The others stared for a long moment.
Cathy looked from the debris to E.J. "You're a bachelor?"
Dr. Tully studied the inscription. •'I AM YURS'" she
read.
"What is 'yurs?'" Bryan asked.

"There's a Central American deity called 'Yurj,'" Cathy
said helpfully.
Dr. Tully laughed. "You're over-complicating. I think
this entity just can't spell. It's supposed to be 'yours."
Bryan nodded. "Like sorcerer, like demon.•
"Go get that book you bought," Dr. Tully said to E.J.
•1 need to see the spell you used. And get some floor
space for our circle."
·
E.J. returned with the book. Dr. Tully quickly
skimmed it. "Terrific. Just enough real information to do
damage. Where'd you get this again?"
•Antique store downtown.•
"Hm. Mr. Marr, I want you to stand right here, and
don't say a word unless I ask you a question."
E.J. nodded. Bryan started drawing a circle, then
stopped. He kicked some magazines aside. "There's already a circle here. And what looks like a pentagram."
"Uh, that's mine," E.J. said.
"Draw ours outside that one," Dr. Tully said, "1 want
everything important inside it.•

"Then what about us?" Cathy asked.
"Like I said," Dr. Tully replied with a wink.
Bryan drew the circle, with E.J. in the center. The three
witches formed a triangle around him, and mumbled some
sort of invocation. The random flashing from the lightning bugs outside settled into a slow, steady pulse.
Then Dr. Tully read the spell. "Mugus ag Bara Ye
Sigsigga. Xashxur Gishnu Innin Aggish Urma." E.J. noticed she pronounced some of the words far differently, and
wondered if that was important.
Evidently it wasn't, because the same distinctive, moaning voice filled the room. A single strong blow shook the
building, followed by Abdul's muffled bellows from next
door.
"Identify yourself,• Dr. Tully demanded. "Who arc
you?"
The voice responded. ·1 am ... Vcrm ... ch ... thrax
... ." There was something odd about the voice, besides
its source.
"Verrnirhrax,"
D:. Tul:y repeated. "That's what
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'Werma' is short for. Larin for 'The Worm of Thrace."
"It's a wormfr E.J. repeated.
"'Worm' used to mean 'snake." He's saying he's a
serpent from Hell." She used the commanding tone again.
"Show yourself, Vermithru! The Horned God demands
it! The Goddess of the Moon commands you!"
"Those're ours," Bryan told E.J. "They're the good
guys.·
The room trembled with J. low, bass rumble. E.J. felt
it through his feet, and deep in his chest. The lights
flickered.
A container of foot powder flew from the bathroom
and hovered just in front of Dr. Tully. Then it exploded.
White dust cascaded around the room. Dr. Tully sneezed.
The powder revealed an invisible figure on the floor, a
fat, twisting slug-like thing about five feet long and three
feet thick. They couldn't tell which end wJS the head.
"You were called here by mistake, Verrnithrax," Dr.
Tully said. "Time to hit the road. •
"I am his," the Verrnithrax voice said. "He who called
me." Dr. Tully realized wh.it 11.·.lS unusual about it.
It had an accent. A Southern accent.
"There's a Mason/Dixon line in Hell," Cnhv said in
disbelief.
.
In a Jeff Foxworthy voice, Bryan said, •If you've ever
conjured a demon that t.ilks like this .... •
With just .i hint of concern, Dr. Tully said, "Okay, tell
Vermithrax you don't want him, Mr, Marr."
"I don't want you," E.J. dutifully repeated.
"Ooooh, that'll scare him." Carhy snickered.
"Say it like you mean it," Dr. Tully snapped.
"Go away!" E.J. cried. His voice cracked.
A cold, fetid wind blew through, scattering the powder.
The presence moaned. Then everything fell silent.
E.J. started forward, but Dr. Tully held up her hand.
"Wait a second. Let's make sure." She prowled through
the apartment, carefully looking in all the rooms. Then
she returned. "Okay, I think it's gone." With her foot, she
erased part of the circle. "Come on out."
Suddenly the phone rang. In the dead silence, the noise
made them J.11 jump. E.J. picked it up.
"Hello?" His voice was much higher than normal, and
he cleared his throat.
Static filled the line, but he dearly heard Cynthia's
voice-and a very distinctive banging. "It's here, E.J.! In
my dorm room! Help m- • The line went dead.
"It's at my girlfriend's," he said as he hung up. He
looked at Dr. Tully helplessly. "You said it went away!
What's it gonna do to her?"
Dr. Tully shrugged wearily. "It's not an exact science,
Mr. Marr. You invited it into your life, and your girlfriend's partof that." She looked at the others. "I guess we
go to the dorm.•
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When they reached the upperclassmen women's dorm,
girls in sleepshirts and bathrobes crowded outside the west
wing's fire exits, and boys filled the windows of the men's
dorm opposite. The girls covered any exposed flesh; the
boys flaunted theirs. Two Safety and Security officers
stood with arms folded at the west wing entrance to prevent
anyone returning to the building. Stereos blasted beatheavy rap.
Dr. Tully let Bryan appear to lead her through the
crowd. Several students called to her, and whispers followed behind them as people wondered why she was here.
E.J. kept his head down, hoping no one recognized him.
"Officer Vance," Dr. Tully. "What's going on?"
"Dr. Tully," Vance said. He was a big pot-bellied man
who'd retired from the state troopers but missed the bullying power, so he took the campus job. "We're not
exactly sure. The way the building's banging, I'm afraid
there could be a sinkhole opening up under it."
The door behind him opened, and a girl in a satin
bathrobe came out. Vance glowered at her. "What took
you so long? We ordered everyone out half an hour ago.•
"I'm sorry, I was in the shower," the girl said, apparently oblivious to the way her robe hung open to reveal
generous co-ed cleavage. Vance was so distracted he didn't
notice the boy slip out the door behind her.
"Next time, young lady, pay attention," Vance said.
The girl nodded, turned and flounced over to join her
giggling friends.
Dr. Tully pulled the others aside. "We need to get in
there, but we need a distraction."
"You have a thing for men in uniform, don't you?"
Cathy asked Bryan.
Bryan looked at Vance's corpulent form. "I may be
over it."
Cathy sighed, nodded and said, "Be ready. And you
owe me a lot of beer, Doc." She vanished into the crowd.
Moments later, Cathy appeared from the men's dorm
with a fire extinguisher. She sprayed the white foam and
howled. All the boys, and a lot of the girls, howled in
response.
Officer Vance bellowed, "FREEZE!" and lumbered off
after Cathy. She blew a plume of white foam at Vance,
then dropped the extinguisher and ran. They disappeared
into the night.
"Looks kinda like two bowling balls chasing each other,
doesn't it?" Bryan observed.
"Come on," Dr. Tully said.
Inside the dorm, the distinctive banging echoed down
the tiled industrial hallway, and a distant scream bounced
off the metal doors. E.J. led them to Cynthia's first-floor
room, near the stairwell.
Dr. Tully tried the knob. It turned, but the door didn't
open. "Cynthia?" she called. "We're here to help! Let us
in!"
There was no response over the banging. Dr. Tully
shoved E.J. up to the door. "Talk to her."

•t.ib ... Cynthia, it's me, E.J. I. uh, brought some help.
Can you let us in ... honey?•
The door flew open. The place was wrecked. with
unknown words scrawled on the ciaderblock walls in what
looked like lipstick. The bedclothes flew at them, and a
sheet twisted around E.J. as if it were alive. He tore it away
and looked around for Cynthia.
She huddled in the corner behindthe door. Her clothes
were bloody and her ~ tangled, her eyes glassy and
panicked. E.J. threw his arms around her.
"Vermithraxl" Dr. Tully called. •what the hell arc you
doing here? We sent you back!"
The door slammed shut behind them, and the banging
stopped. The moaning voice cried something incoherent.
"Spu}t English," Dr. Tully demanded.
•1 am his," the voice groaned. "He is my ... buddy."
"Uh-oh," Bryan said. "That doesn't sound good.•
"It's not," Dr. Tully. She turned to E.J. "It's up to you,
E.J. You believed you could call it up, you have to believe
you can send it back."
E.J. looked panicked. Cynthia disengaged herself and
looked at him, her eyes even wider. "You did WHAT?"
she screamed through clenched teeth, and grabbed him by
his cars.
"OW!" E.J. exclaimed, and slapped her hands av.-ay.
"I'm sorry, I, uh ... c-called this thing up 'cause ... I
w-wanted you back.·
"You used SAT AN to get me back??" Cynthia shrieked
and flew into E.J. His nose shattered under one of her
small, solid fists. He pushed her roughly av•ay and cowered
against the door.
"I'm real sorry," E.J. said lamely.
Suddenly she was hurled backwards against the far wall.
She screamed, and clutched at her clothes as they tried to
fly from her body.
"Let's do it, E.J.," Cynthia said. Her voice sounded
more like Verrnithrax, and the look on her face was any·
thing but sensual. "Let's knock boots. Bump uglies.
C'mon, big boy.•
Dr. Tully yanked E.J. to his feet. Her strength was
surprisingfor such a petite woman. "He's trying to possess
her, E.J., to give you what you want. You have to stop it!"
"How??" E.J. cried in anguish. With a rip of fabric,
Cynthia's t-shirt flew off of her, and she clutched at her
shorts as they tried to unzip themselves.
"Call on your beliefs," Dr. Tully said. ·~'hat do you
believe in?"
"I don't know," E.J. almost sobbed. He was afraid, but
at some level he was also aroused.
Bryan grabbed E.J. "There's a demon in the room, so
you know there's a devil, right?" E.J. looked blank.
"Work with me on this," Bryan said tensely.
"Yeah."
"Okay, then there has to be a God. Can't have one
without the other, right?"

"I guess."
Dr. Tully hit him across the top of bis head. "Don't
guess. you idiot! You have to know! Do you believe in
your God?"
•yes!"
"Then call on him! Ask for his help!" She shoved E.J.
toward Cynthia.
He stared at her body as it struggledagainst the demon's
influence. He could have her always ... but then he saw
her terror, and felt shame and guilt like he'd never imagined. It was time to own up.
Tears filled his eyes as he spoke. "God ... please get
rid of th-this thing. I'm sorry for asking for it! I'll never
do it again!"
~'ind rushed around the room. E.J. was shoved back,
and four slashes cut through his shin and across bis chest.
There were three final knocks, then silence.
Released from the demon's hold, Cynthia slid to the
floor. Dr. Tully got a blanket and wrapped it around her
shoulders, then helped her into the bathroom. E.J. heard
her violently throw up.
"I wouldn't call her for awhile," Bryan said. "Give her
some time to cool off. Maybe a decade."
~

6'

6'

Three months later ...
E.J. sat in the quiet church and felt as empty as the
building. Cynthia was gone; she'd transferred to another
school, and he didn't even have her new address.
He was alone. It was all his own fault, but it didn't
make it bun any less.
His psychiatrist, the one recommended by Dr. Tully,
told him this was the time be was the most vulnerable.
Vermithrax could sense his despair and try to contact him.
He'd have to constantly remind himselfthat he didn't want
or need demonic help. He absorbed all of ttlls as best he
could, but the concepts were too far beyond him. He just
remembered the terror in Cynthia's eyes, and the knowledge that he'd put it there. Guilt did thel"!St.
He idly ran his fingers over the hymnals in front of him.
He fcit something odd, and pulled out the paperback book
on spells, the one from the antique shop. The one he'd
given Dr. Tully.
He stared at it. How had it gotten here? Had someone
left it for him? No, that wasn't possible. But could some
thing have left it?
It almost throbbed with power. It could return Cynthia to him. She'd be his slave, his sexual toy, his property.
He only had to take it.
He stood and walked quickly away. He'd been to the
depths of need and desire. His faith, the linle glimmer of
certainty that flickered in his dim mind, had saved him.
Now he was learning the depths of despair.
He was sure be had the faith to get through this, too.
Wdl, pretty sure.
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